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gan i z e d  a ro un d  t he  mo t i f s  d r a wn  f rom v a r i ous  l i ne s  o f  t he  
poe m — na tu r e ,  man ,  and  God .  S tuden t  p o e t ry  i s  c a t e go r ­
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F ina l ly ,  no th ing  s t i r s  
excep t  lone ly  d rops  
f a l l ing  th rough  rus t l ing  l eaves ,  
rude ly  in t e r rup t ing  the  s i l ence  
wi th  a  r e sound ing  
t  -  t  -  t  -  t .  
L i sa  Ca lv in  
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Aged  Eyes  
Through  aged  eyes  
n igh t  dawns  
and  the  sun  se t s  
in  the  morn ing  
mourn ing  the  days  
t ha t  con t inue  to  beg in  
we lcoming  end ings  
which  the  moon  r i s e s  
to  c lose  one  more  
l a s t  qua r t e r  sun  
i n  wear i ed  eyes  
Melody  Gongwer  
dusk  
the  moon  
i s  dawning  
t ambour ines  
t ang l ing  
wi th  
the  b reeze  
a s  l augh te r  
dances  
wi th  
the  shadows  
Melody  Gongwer  
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for it is winter now. 
Cold . 
Calm. 
So very calm. 
And it snows. 






I, of course, 
push it aside. 







And I am dying, 
an old man, 
back bent, 
grayed in time. 
My face sags 
and is dry, 
and I run through 
mounds of snow 
looking for my cane, 
lost while 










It is snowing again. 




I stood at my bedroom window 
Watching darkness come 
To overtake me 
for awhile. 
Trees silhouetted in violet 
Shadows that move in the breeze. 
Night is here 
With its refreshing coolness. 
I must rest 
from the pressures of today. 
I am glad for the night 
(Lonely, though it is) 
for the hours pass quickly 
to bring me closer 
to tomorrow, 









Still hangs the air 
The sun drips golden rays 
While sobbing green trees flame into 
Autumn 
The Passing on 
Summer's sobbing emeralds 
Where autumn's jeweled hills remain 
Sparkling mountains joy reflect 
Fading brown 'neath nature's trek 
Wind drapes dead upon the 
Adorned spires no more stand 
Worn grey curtains part with mirth 
God speaks promise of re-birth 
Cynthia L. Diener 
1 1  
Ete rna l  S t ream 
Dur ing  the  r eb i r th  o f  sp r ing ,  
The  young  s t r eam f lows  f a s t  and  deep .  
Al l  t ha t  was  he ld  f rozen  in  the  i ce  
I s  r e l eased  by  the  gaze  o f  t he  r i s ing  sun  
Wate r  and  warmth  nour i sh  the  awaken ing  l i f e .  
In  the  summer t ime  s t r eam,  
L i fe  i s  abundan t  and  d ive r se .  
The  wa te r  suppor t s  many  ac t iv i t i e s  
Tha t  a re  founda t ions  fo r  the  fu tu re .  
Sun  and  l and  a re  a t  the i r  peak  o f  s t r eng th .  
As  t he  winds  o f  au tumn 
Take  the  warmth  f rom the  s t r eam,  
The  f ru i t s  o f  l i f e  become fu l ly  r ipe .  
The  g rowth  i s  over  and  t r ans i t ions  beg in .  
The  s t r eam ca r r i e s  the  seeds  fo r  fu tu re  l i f e .  
Wi th  the  coming  o f  w in te r ,  
L i fe  wi thdraws  f rom the  ou te r  she l l s  
And  i s  pur i f i ed ,  awa i t ing  a  new r e tu rn .  
The  s t r eam i s  f rozen  over ,  appea r ing  dead .  
Bu t  i t  f lows  e t e rna l ly ,  even  under  the  i ce .  
S tephen  F lowers  






Seeking to probe fingers through tiny cracks 





Feet running free Bared 
Cynthia L. Diener 
The Flower 
As I heard the flower laugh 
I also heard it cry 
And as I saw the flower bloom 
I also saw it die 
I touched its beauty with my life 
But also felt the thorn 
Donald Wayne Hecox 
13 
Reply  
Now i t ' s  he re  
She  speaks  the  words  
Of  t h ings  gone  by  
Bu t  s t i l l  remain  
Exp la in ing  them 
I  t r emble  now 
As  w i th  t ender  words  
She  cas t s  he r  spea r s  
The  sub t l e  pa in  g rows  deeper  s t i l l  
As  i n  the  n igh t  I  l i s t en  
So  f a r  f rom r igh t  
Each  wea the red  c ry  
Ye t  I  rece ive  
Which  fo r  me  were  mean t  
Wi th  these  i t  ends  
Such  h idden  t imes  
For  a l l  the i r  beau ty  
Was  and  i s  
A da rkened  g la s s  
For  which  to  see  
Dona ld  Wayne  Hecox  
November  
Whispe r  t he  name  o f  t he  da rken ing  co ld  
and  f ea r  i t s  ungen t l e  wind .  
Warm your  f inge r s  one  l a s t  t ime  by  t he  f i r e .  
L ive  in  f ea r ,  ch i ld :  win te r  comes .  
Comes .  
She  a lways  comes .  
Den i se  Frame  
1 4  
Mounta in  Song  
I  see  you ,  moun ta in  s i lhoue t t e  
aga ins t  the  g ray-b lack  n igh t .  
You  comfor t  me  home .  
Sa fe  wi th in  your  c raggy  pa lm,  I  r e s t .  
My own ,  my own 
moun ta in  home ,  mine ,  
May  your  peaks  never  l eave  my eyes  
May  your  peace  never  l eave  my hea r t  
My own ,  my own 
moun ta in  home .  mine .  
Den i se  Frame  
L i feb lood  d ra ined ,  
d ra ined  away  
the  l ea f  
co lo r s  b r igh t ly  
and  d ie s  
a  g race fu l  f a l l ing  away  
and  i t s  dea th  sme l l s  swee t  
and  i t s  burn ing  l eaves  a sh .  
Yes  
I t s  dea th  sme l l s  swee t .  
Den i se  Frame  
1 5  
Ocean in Me 
When 
thunderstorms 
take place in my eyes 
dial-a-prayer 
hangs up on me 
strangers read my face for lies 
and none of my friends 
ever feel at ease 
I sometimes 
paint pictures of 
storms at sea 
when I feel the 
drowning person in me 
and I sometimes 
feel like an 
absent noun 
and I try to 
help that person drown 
I'm glad 
I've attracted 
a few good swimmers 
and that 
God 




l one ly  
knows  
eve rybody  
a t  a  d i s t ance  
th ink ing  
everybody  
knows  
lone ly  
no t  
a t  a l l  
Melody  Gongwer  
Envy  
Ly ing  on  he r  s ide ,  
Ear th  d raws  
a  b lanke t  
o f  whi t e  
ove r  he r  
cu rv  e s— 
Majes t i c ,  
Unsu l l i ed  by  
Re jec t ion .  
Sandy  Payne  
1 8  
DADDY'S HOME 
Tonight will be complete 
the sun will set 
and I will sleep 
peacefully at last. 
I'll sit on the edge of the bed, 
describe the brilliance 
as I hold his hand 
until the dusk is passed. 
Tonight he will be home with me 
He's been gone so long. 
Now he can't see, 
but I'll describe what's passed. 
His eyes are gone 
but his love overflows. 
The time has come; 




I  jus t  s a t  down wi th  f a i th  in  the  
food  se rv ice  
to  ea t  mad  dog  mea t  on  a  Sa tu rday  morn  
On  TV they  were  lynch ing  
papa  smur f  
and  Dr .  Ques t  had  t o  neu te r  Scooby  Doo  
They  p layed  the  f i f th  
Coup led  wi th  a  thousand  
vomi t ing  ch i ld ren  
Whi le  the  r a t ings  wen t  up  
oh  r ad io ,  r ad io  
wha t  have  they  done  
save  me .  fo r  f ac t s  a re  
s t r anger  than  t ru th  
in  peop le  moni to r ing  sc ience  
Cap ta in  Kangaroo  Ra t  
2 0  
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N o  a p o l o g i e s  g i v e n — I t  d o e s n ' t  w o r k  t h a t  w a y .  




that little bit ot Eve in everyone, 
walks with open, outreached hand. 
The toddler 
pokes dog biscuits, 
dirt-coated lollipops, 
and sniny buttons 
into his mouth. 
The teenager 
swallows the foamy brew. 
the sweet smoke, 
the round, red pills. 
Curiosity 
watches it all, 
and laughs 
at mankind's feline instincts. 
Lisa Calvin 
22 
YOUR OWN LITTLE WORLD 
How can you treat them 
with a sidelong glance, a snicker, 
mocking a physical disability? 
You are "normal" 
and they are not? 
You above them? 
God is above all; 
all created in His image. 
But, you think you are 
safe and secure 
in your own little world. 
False security is only a shadow 
of your own faults. 
Prejudice: ignorance of the fact; 
it creeps like a tapeworm 
into the heart 
until pierced with truth. 
T.K.S. 
23 
Schoo ldav  Times  
Walk ing  to  schoo l  wi th  a  sack  in  my hand  
Coun t ing  the  c racks  on  the  way  
An o ld  schoo l  ya rd  wi th  ch imney  cha r red  b r i cks  
A mis ty  morn ing  co ld  and  g rey  
S tand ing  in  l ine  
A l i t t l e  boy  1 s  mind  
The  f l ag  danc ing  wi th  the  wind  
Be l l s  r ing  to  l e t  me  i n  
The  o ld  desk  and  wooden  f loo r s  
Long  ha l l s  and  heavy  doors  
Va len t ines  on  the  wa l l  
The  s imple  th ings  tha t  I  r eca l l  
Schoo lday  t imes  
Th ings  were  so  f ine  
Schoo lday  t imes  
Hopsco tch  and  rhyme  
P lay ing  t ag  in  the  p layground  square  
Chas ing  g i r l s  in  the  b reeze  
The  so f tba l l  d iamond  i s  fu l l  once  aga in  
Di r ty  hands  and  sk inned  up  knees  
Daydreams  were  the re  
Hard ly  a  ca re  
Fun  was  fo r  me  
Show-and- te l l  and  spe l l ing  bees  
The  sun  sh in ing  on  the  t i l e  
But  on ly  fo r  a  l i t t l e  whi le  
A s t age  of  l i f e  tha t  b rough t  me  he re  
A s t age  o f  l i f e  I  ho ld  so  dea r  
Schoo lday  t imes  
Th ings  were  so  f ine  
Schoo lday  t imes  
Hopsco tch  and  rhyme  
Dona ld  Wayne  Hecox  
2 4  
YEARBOOK 
Photos jog memories 
of people X once knew. 
The picture on page twenty-three 
reminded me of you. 
My mind flipped several pages 
to the deep look in your eyes 
When you smiled 
and we realized 
we were good friends. 
We shared laughter, 
smiles, and tears. 
When the pressure was on 
we consoled each other's fears. 
You were there 
with a hug so tight 
When we finally made it 
to opening night. 
we were good friends. 
Where are you now? 
We have lost touch. 
Are your eyes still twinkling? 
I miss you so much. 
We have gone our separate ways 
Sad, but it is true. 
But I still have your picture 
and cherished memories of you 




little kids on santa's lap 
early ritual request 
to the holiday 
god 
of material gain 
heavy smoke— tobacco 
from folks 
so busy spreading cheer 
that 
they're in a foul mood 
all 
trying to find their piece 
on earth 
and all 
i get is one headache 
running into another 
reminds me 
of a play 
i read, where 
hell 
was other people 
well 
if that is ever true 
it is true 




Mechan ica l ly ,  
he  app l i ed  the  g rease  pa in t  smi le  
which  he  had  masqueraded  in  
many  t imes  be fo re .  
I t  was  absorbed  
in  eve ry  pore  un t i l  
i t  sank  th rough  each  l aye r  o f  sk in  and  
s topped ,  
r e s t ing  upon  h i s  hea r t .  
Many  a  day ,  
t he  smi le  was  a  f ron t .  
One  he  used  t o  h ide  the  t rue  melancho ly  
f ee l ings  he  had  
f rom t ime  to  t ime .  
L ike  today .  
Bu t  s t i l l  he  w i l l  work .  
Tha t ' s  a l l  he  knows ,  
p l ay  ac t ing ,  
mimic  and  mime .  
There  was  a  t ime  
the  smi le  was  r ea l ,  
be fo re  the  show began  t o  end ,  
be fo re  the  ch i ld ren  began  t o  grow,  
a  day  when  he  was  young .  
The  show mus t  go  on ,  
l e s t  the  ac to r s  d ie .  
He  tu rned ,  
looked  in  the  mi r ro r  
and  ad jus ted  h i s  smi le .  
Ju l i e  Perez  
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Modern Society. 
Stretched out 
on the front lawn, 
eating 
machine-processed blueberry muffins, 
thinking about times 
when land was covered with 
lush forests and creeks running 
pure, 
when birds chirping 
took the place of honking cars 
and jet roars, 
wondering 
how long war-weary plants 
will be able to continue fighting, 
watching 
the sun climb down 
one telephone wire 
at a time. 
I wish 
I could grasp 





its frail walls 
Jennifer Brooks 
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Ins ide  the  Ins t i tu t ion  
L i fe  resembles  a  jugg led  snapsho t  
i n  which  background  and  de ta i l  b lend  
in to  impress ion i s t i c  no th ingness  
whi l e  inmates  become  mere  names  on  a  fo lde r .  
The  f eeb le  au t i s t i c  g rasps  a t  empty  a i r ,  
the  adu l t  mongo lo id  fo lds  h i s  a rms  
in  de f i an t  ch i ld - l ike  s tubbornness ,  
and  the  ph i losoph ica l  soc ia l  r e j ec t  s i t s ,  ponder ing .  
The  boredom of  i so la t ion  in  a  c rowd 
pe rmea ted  by  s t e r i l e  s t agnan t  a i r  
f aces  a  look  in to  the  inne r  s e l f ,  
where  he  knows  the  roo t  o f  h i s  insan i ty  l i e s .  
From the  da rk  co rne r s  o f  h i s  " i r r a t iona l "  mind ,  
t he  ques t ion  a r i ses  and  da res  t o  l inge r .  
"Am I  sane  in  an  insane  wor ld ,  
o r  in sane  in  a  sane  wor ld?"  
L i sa  Ca lv in  
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DADDY'S LITTLE GIRL 
What happened to the little girl? 
Where are all her toys? 
She wore ponytails and knee-high 
Socks 
And hated all the boys. 
She had her little girl dreams and 
Wishes 
And her days were long and free 
And if she fell and skinned her nose. 
She ran to Daddy's knee. 
He'd hug her and he'd kiss her hurts 
And wipe her tears away 
And very soon they both forgot 
As off she ran to play. 
The little girl is gone now. 
Her carefree days are past. 
She's facing life's decisions 
And the times are changing fast. 
She's looking for the answers 
To the questions that are raised 
Praying for God's leading 
And seeking out His ways. 
And yet there's still a part of her 
In the woman she's become. 
A child's voice crying deep inside 
She wants to go back home. 
For she knows that she'll find 
Daddy there 
As faithful as before. 
Waiting there with opened arms 
Just inside the door. 
He'll dry her tears with tender hands 
And soothe her wounded soul. 
With wisdom, he will share his 
Thoughts 
And make the pieces whole. 
The little girl inside her 
Will be forever there 
And Daddy, tender, good, and strong 
Will Always, Always care. 
Kris Walton 
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Bal le r ina  
You  f ina l ly  had  t o  choose ;  
I t  was  be tween  my l ove  and  sa t in - shoes .  
Now I  can  see  the  love  in  your  eyes ,  
fo r  when  you  dance ,  you  know the re  i s  no  o the r  compromise .  
So  dance  fo r  me  my ba l l e r ina ,  
•Cause  you  s t ea l  the  show in  an  ample  sea ted  a rena .  
I  guess  my l ove  fo r  you  wi l l  have  to  wa i t ,  
Un t i l  your  aud iences  you  can  no  longer  cap t iva te .  
Your  s l ippe r s  ca r ry  your  cha r i smic  s ty le .  
The  Dance ,  I  can  see ,  i s  your  t rue  love ,  fo r  i t  says  so  in  your  smi le .  
Your  movements  ho ld  g race fu lness  and  beau ty ;  
As  each  musc le  i s  a  work ing  symphony .  
Your  body  i s  l imber  f rom head  to  toe .  
You  make  the  mus ic  your  s l ave  in  each  demanding  conce r to .  
Bu t  your  Dance  i s  fo r  the  young  and  juven i l e  
I t  wi l l  end  somet ime  soon ,  bu t  then  aga in  no t  fo r  awhi l e .  
Bu t  you  see  my ba l l e r ina  dance r ,  
Your  l ove  ( the  Dance)  w i l l  be  shor t ,  and  my l ove  wi l l  be  your  a l ­
t e rna t ive  answer .  
Un t i l  t he  end  o f  your  Dance ,  when  then  you  wi l l  be  my l ady- love .  
Use  your  g race fu lness ,  fo r  now I  know i t  i s  your  on ly  unshared  
t rue  love .  
TRM 




into dusty corners of my mind. 
Today is vivid 
with work and thoughts 
that demand 
my immediate attention. 
It requires effort 
to focus the memories of yesterday 
above the realities of today. 
But I am happy 
for I can remember 
from where I've come 
and can see 




I Thessalonians 3:10 (LB) Inspiration 
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Bathe in the breeze of His love 
Breathe in the freshness of His Spirit 
Exhale the joy of the Lord with praises 
Relax in the cup of His hands 




He  pa in t s  the  morn ing  sunr i se  
the  wes te rn  sky  a t  dusk!  
He  pa in t s  in  s t i l l ness  
the  da rkness  o f  the  n igh t  
i n  bo ld  s t r eaks  
the  b reak ing  o f  the  morn ing  l i gh t !  
He  pa in t s  the  day l igh t  sky  
the  b lues  
the  g reys  
the  whi t e s  
the  b lacks  
a  pa in t ing  
never  twice  the  same  
an  E te rna l  Work  o f  Ar t .  
He  pa in t s  the  s t a r s  and  p lane t s  
the  moon  and  sun .  
He  pa in t s  the  ce le s t i a l  a rc  o f  co lours  
the  ra inbow of  His  cease les s  Love .  
He  pa in t s  the  l igh ten ing  in  the  s to rm 
a  bo l t  o f  power  
r ipp ing  open  the  sky  
fo r  a  g l impse  o f  t he  l igh t  o f  His  Glo ry !  
The  Sky  - -  His  Canvas  
and  He  — the  Mas te r  Pa in te r  
He  pa in t s . . .  
His  l imi t l e s s  Crea t iv i ty  
burs t ing  th rough  eve ry  s t roke  
He  pa in t s . . .  
a  con t inuous  d i sp lay  o f  Himse l f  
w i th  the  b rush  o f  Hi s  Love .  
He  pa in t s . . .  
fo r  you  
fo r  me .  
He  pa in t s  tha t  we  migh t  KNOW Him!  
Kar i s  R .  Henne  
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From the Heart of God 
Spring is creative 
Sunshine and showers 
Chill winds and warm breezes 
Spring is Apollo 
stroking his harp 
The strong fist of Zeus 
upon the earth 




Ordinary and commonplace 
Flows a vein of 
Life-giving blood 
In Spring 
It bursts forth 
Warming and watering 
Mother Nature's land 
Renewing the weary 
Refreshing the tired 
Words are so 
Like the melody 
Of the long-gone 
Songbird 
The peeping of the frog 
A still, silent night 
Spring 
And words 
Are fresh from 
The heart 
of God 
Cynthia L. Diener 
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Empty I come 
and empty I go 
wanting and wishing 
that you could know... 
Searching inside— 
my true feelings I hide— 
stumbling and fumbling 
for how in you I might confide... 
... 0 give me the words 
the words I so desperately seek 
... and give me the courage 
the courage to speak 
I struggle so from deep within 
a million thoughts amidst the roar and din 
crowd me and confuse me 
0 how can I ever win? 
Emptiness hurts 
but risk too causes pain... 
0 God-
when will I be well again? 
when will this heart mend? 
Karis R. Henne 
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THE SONG 
Listen to the song 
The joyous song 
The song that never ends 
Even in the stillness of the night 
The hills echo with the song 
The young are amazed 
The old not affected 
But the song lingers on 
Even as man mutes it 
The song remains the same 
From innocence I strive to be a man 
To listen to the aged for they know 
To model my life like the one they chose 
We are told that we are free, but what is freedom 
Can any man be free? — to define right from wrong 
This is the way it is from age to age 
The young play and the old are torn away; 
From generation to generation 
Now I too am old and long to be one 
One with time and the maker of time 
To be free; the world's image of me 
Lend me your ear 
Listen so that you may hear 
Listen to the peaceful plan 
Listen carefully and with your all 
Listen and eat the best of the land 
Listen for the call 
Pray, call upon Me 
Be faithful all in all 
Eat from the righteous tree 
Respond to God's call 
Search with all your heart 
For you will go with a Joyful heart 
by James Ray 
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He ' l l  Be  There  When  You  Need  Him 
I  sea rched  fo r  love  in  a  wor ld  o f  ha te  
I  looked  fo r  peace  i n  a  wor ld  o f  war  
I  s t r ived  fo r  happ iness  th rough  ea r th ly  t r easu res  
I t  l e f t  me  co ld  i t  gave  me  no  p leasure  
Out  o f  despa i r  I  tu rned  to  the  Lord  
I  sa id  " I  wan t  be t t e r ,  I  wan t  someth ing  more"  
The  Lord  He  r ep l i ed  " Jus t  open  your  hea r t  
and  I  wi l l  come  in  and  never  depar t  
" I  wi l l  wa lk  wi th  you  a lways  I ' l l  a lways  be  t he re  
A shou lde r  t o  l ean  on  in  t imes  o f  despa i r  
" I  love  you  so  much  you  can ' t  even  imag ine  
My l ove  fo r  you  i t ' s  too  deep  t o  fa thom 
"Jus t  d i e  to  yourse l f  and  l e t  me come  in  
I ' l l  f i l l  you  wi th  love  and  c l eanse  you  f rom s in  
"Those  th ings  tha t  you  sea rched  fo r  a re  yours  now th rough  me  
I ' l l  g ive  you  l i f e  and  more  abundan t ly"  
So  I  p rayed  to  the  Lord  and  inv i t ed  Him in  
A new l i f e  He  gave  me  He  f i l l ed  me wi th in  
Now a  joy  i s  wi th in  me  t he  wor ld  canno t  know 
I  ca r ry  i t  wi th  me  wherever  I  go  
and  i f  t roub les  a r i se  I  don ' t  s ink  in  f ea r  
I  look  wi th in  me  t o  the  one  who  i s  nea r  
He  de l ive r s  me  da i ly  He  shows  me  t he  way  
Through  p rob lems  He  ca r r i e s  me  eve ryday  
So  when  a l l  the  wor ld  o f fe r s  i s  tu rmoi l  and  s t r i f e  
Jus t  look  to  the  way  the  t ru th  and  the  l i f e !  
J im Wierenga  
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Through the Picture Window 
When I was young and it was storming 
I'd stare out through the window. 
It'd get dark and the clouds are forming 
I'd peer into the sky. 
Trying to watch it all at once and 
never miss a thing 
Watching for one more miracle that 
maybe God would bring. 
To me it all was one big show 
up there above it all 
Standing under flashing lights 
I would feel so very small. 
Sitting safe and warm 
I'd stare wide eyed for hours 
It never seemed to hurt a soul 
just a show of God's great powers. 
But even though I'm older now 
and I know that storms can harm 
0 sometimes wish for those 




Tha t  which  I  am -  I  have  been .  
Al l  i n  the  pas t ,  ye t ,  a l l  wi th  me  now.  
The  genes i s  o f  my mor ta l i ty  -
Beg ins  th rough  l i f e  
Ends  wi th  dea th  
Beg inn ing  l i f e  anew.  
Pa r t  o f  my mothe r :  Pa r t  o f  my f a the r .  
Bo th  needed ,  ye t ,  on ly  one  pa id  the  p r i ce .  
Emot ions  -  n i l  -  ex i s t ence  gone .  
Emot ions  -  a l ive  -  ex i s t ence .  
Emot ions  come  a l ive  th rough  age  -
At  s ix  -  I  wan t  fo r  wan t ing  
At  twe lve  -  I  wan t  fo r  se l f  
At  e igh teen  -  I  wan t  fo r  o the r s .  
Want ing  fo r  o the r s  b r ings  ac t ions -
Help ing  -  prob lems  do  a r i se ,  f r i ends  do  he lp  
Hur t ing  -  prob lems  do  a r i se ,  f r i ends  do  hu r t  
Weekends  -  schoo l  does  c lose ,  f r i ends  a re  c lose .  
F r i ends  a re  many .  
T imes  a re  fun .  
Weekends  and  ac t ions  the re in  compose  me  -  soc ia l ly .  
Weekends  do  have  r e s t r i c t ions ,  
Se t  no t  by  t he  ca re f ree ,  
They  come  f rom the  wor r i ed .  
Pa ren t s  s lowing  pee r s  p ressu re  
He lped  me  -  Soc ia l ly ,  Mora l ly  
Compos ing  my l i f e  -  cor rec t  -
Omi t t ing  the  de t r imen ta l .  
My t h ink ing  -  abs t rac t .  
Composed  o f  d ive r s  ph i losoph ies  -
One  b ro the r  -  man ' s  t rue  na tu re  
Two b ro the r  -  ph i losophy  
Three  b ro the r  -  exac t ing  sc ience .  
Three ,  mold ing  one  -
Al l  fo rming  a  ph i losophy .  
One  -  nameless ,  ye t  more  names ;  t han  can  be  imag ined  -
Forms  a  g rea t  pa r t  -  th rough  a  tunne l ,  comes  a  l i gh t .  
My be ing  -  fo rmula ted :  
Through  mor ta l i ty  
Through  age  
Through  the  r e s t r i c t ed  
Through  my abs t r ac t .  
Abou t  my l i f e  ingred ien t s  a re  s t r ewn  -
Jus t  look  a round  me  -
I  am the re .  
Dav id  Myers  
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A wild secluded scene 
A FAMILY CHRISTMAS 
Ah ,  Ch r i s tmas - - a  t i me  fo r  peace ,  goodw i l l  t o ward  men ,  and  
v i s i t i ng  Aun t  Mary .  A f t e r  a l l  t he  p r e sen t s  a r e  opened  a t  home  
on  Ch r i s tmas  morn in g ,  t h e  f ami ly  i s  p ack ed  up  and  headed  ou t  t o  
A un t  Mary ' s  h o u s e .  Th e  l eve l  o f  exc i t emen t  ge ne r a t e d  by  t h i s  
t r i p  wou ld  be  compa rab l e  t o  wa t ch ing  a  coa t  o f  She rwin -Wi l l i ams  
heavy  du ty  l a t ex  pa in t  d ry .  Aun t  M ar y ' s  house  i s  t he  i dea l  
s i z e  fo r  a  ga the r i ng  o f  s i x  t o  e ig h t  pe op l e .  Unfo r tuna t e ly ,  
A un t  M ary  i nv i t e s  f o r t y - e igh t .  Even  more  un fo r tuna t e ly ,  a l l  
f o r t y - e igh t  a ccep t .  
Obv ious ly  I  w a s  no t  t he  on ly  one  en th r a l l ed  w i th  t he  i dea  
o f  spend ing  t h e  day  a t  Aun t  Mar y ' s .  
" Mom,  how l ong  do  we  h av e  t o  s t ay  ou t  he r e  t h i s  yea r ? "  
a s k ed  my  l i t t l e  s i s t e r .  
"We  w i l l  l e ave  whe n  eve ryone  e l s e  does , "  Mom r ep l i ed .  
"Tha t ' s  p robab ly  wha t  eve ryone  e l s e  i s  s ay ing .  Ma ybe  i f  we  
a l l  have  a  co n fe r en ce  be fo r e  we  go  i n  a nd  p l an  t h i s  t h ing  
r i gh t ,  w e  c a n  e s c ape  i n  two- - two  a nd  a  h a l f  hou r s , "  I  
sugges t ed .  
"Don ' t  t a l k  l i ke  t ha t , "  came  t he  r ep ly .  
" I  hope  Grandpa  doesn ' t  t e l l  me  abou t  t he  t ime  he  c ap tu r ed  
t hos e  fou r t een  Germans  i n  Wor ld  War  I I  aga in , "  s a id  m y  s i s t e r .  
" I ' v e  hea rd  t ha t  s t o ry  so  many  t imes  I  c ou ld  r epea t  i t  f rom 
me mory . "  
"We l l  I  hope  Cous in  B e nny  doesn ' t  b r i ng  h i s  s t up id  Sc rabb l e  
game  w i th  h im , "  s a id  Mom unexpec t ed ly .  
" I  wonde r  wha t  k ind  o f  mea l  we ' r e  hav ing  t h i s  yea r , "  added  
Dad .  
I t  had  b eco me  a lmos t  a  t r ad i t i on  t o  gues s  w ha t  k ind  o f  mea l  
Un c l e  He n ry  wou ld  s e rve  on  Ch r i s tmas  da y .  U nc l e  Hen ry  a s sumed  
he  was  a n  expe r t  i n  t he  cu l i na ry  f i e l d  be c a us e  he  had  t aken  a  
f ew  co r r e spondence  co o k i n g  cou r se s ,  co l l e c t ed  some  f o r e ign  
cookboo ks ,  and  bough t  a  s e t  o f  G insu  co o k i n g  kn ive s .  He  c on ­
s i de r s  h imse l f  t o  be  one  o f  t h e  l e ad i ng  f i gu r e s  i n  t he  
r ena i s s ance  o f  f i n e  cu i s i ne  i n  t he  U n i t e d  S t a t e s .  Nobody  ha s  
t he  hea r t  t o  t e l l  h im  t he  t r u th .  The  t r u th  i s  Unc l e  H e n ry  h a s  
done  f o r  f i ne  cu i s i ne  wha t  L e ona rdo  da  V inc i  d id  f o r  p ro f e s ­
s i o n a l  wre s t l i ng .  H i s  ba d  t a s t e  w as  no t  r e s t r i c t ed  t o  t he  f ood  
he  p r epa red ,  howev e r .  The  way  he  s e r ved  i t  l e f t  s o me th in g  t o  
be  d e s i r ed .  Each  ye a r  he  wou ld  choose  a  d i f f e r e n t  " t heme"  f o r  
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h i s  Chr i s t m as  d i nn e r .  One  yea r  i t  was  a  Hawa i i a n  l uau ,  
ano the r  yea r  i t  was  a  Roman  f e a s t ,  a nd  l a s t  yea r  i t  was  a  
Mex ican  mea l .  Unc l e  Hen ry  p l ay ed  h i s  pa r t  t o  t he  h i l t .  He  
w as  no t  s a t i s f i ed  wi th  mere ly  co o k in g  t he  mea l ,  he  had  t o  
l i ve  i t .  T he  yea r  o f  t h e  l uau  he  wore  a  b r i gh t ,  f l owe r e d  
sh i r t  and  be rmuda  sho r t s  t o  s e rve  t he  me a l .  The  yea r  o f  
t h e  Roman  f e a s t  t h e  gene ra l  c onsensus  among  t he  f ami l y  was  
t h a t  he  w a s  t r y in g  t o  l ook  l i ke  N ero  w i th  a  c a rdboa rd  
b r ea s tp l a t e  and  s anda l s .  Las t  y ea r ' s  Mex ican  mea l  came  
c o mple t e  w i th  a  sombre ro  and  xy lophone  mus i c .  
When  we  a r r i ved  a t  Aun t  Ma r y ' s ,  Unc l e  H en ry  wa s  t he r e  t o  
g r ee t  u s .  "Ah ,  ma  che r i e  a nd  mon  a mi ,  w e l co me!"  he  s a id  i n  a  
r a t he r  f e e b l e  a t t emp t  a t  a  F ren ch  a ccen t .  
" I f  he  t r i e s  t o  k i s s  me  on  bo th  c he e ks ,  I ' m  gonna  be l t  
h im , "  Dad  wh i spe r ed .  
"Wa i t  un t i l  you  s ee  wha t  I  h av e  p r epa red , "  s a id  Unc l e  
H en ry ,  h i s  accen t  weaken ing  w i th  eve ry  word .  
" Le t  me  gue s s . . . . , "  I  s a id .  "F rench  f ood . "  
"Ou i ,  ou i , "  came  t he  r ep ly .  
"We l l  I 'm  no t  gonna  e a t  a ny  sna i l s—tha t ' s  f o r  su r e , "  
empha s i zed  my  s i s t e r .  
"Ha ,  ha ,  j eu  d e sp r i t , "  s a id  U nc l e  Hen ry  a s  he  p inched  he r  
cheek .  
I  chose  t h i s  oppo r tun i t y  t o  wande r  o f f  by  mys e l f .  A s  I  
rounde d  t he  co r ne r  o f  t h e  house  I  came  upon  U nc l e  Lowe l l ,  ou r  
f ami ly ' s  answer  t o  Eue l l  G ibbons ,  s t a nd i ng  w i th  h i s  hands  on  
h i s  h ip s ,  b r ea th ing  i n  and  ou t  r epea t ed ly .  
"He l l o  Randy , "  he  s a id  a s  h e  no t i c e d  me  w a t ch ing  h im .  " A h ,  
j u s t  f e e l  t h i s  coun t ry  a i r .  The re ' s  no th ing  l i ke  i t ,  you  know,  
no th ing  l i ke  i t .  I t  c l eanse s  t he  l ungs .  Go  ahead ,  b r ea the .  
Can ' t  you  f e e l  t ha t  t i ng l i ng  i n  you r  l ungs ?  No th ing  l i ke  i t . "  
Our  sho r t  b r ea th ing  s e s s i on  was  i n t e r rup t ed  b y  Aun t  Mary ' s  
command  t o  "come  and  ge t  i t . "  
"Wha t  do  you  s ay  we  b r e a t he  some  more  a f t e r  d inne r ? "  he  
a s ke d .  
"Tha t  sounds  l i ke  a  good  i de a  t o  me . "  I  s a i d  hop ing  he  
wou ldn ' t  n o t i c e  t h e  s a r ca sm i n  my  vo i ce .  
As  we  a l l  s a t  a r ound  t he  d inne r  t ab l e ,  I  cou ld  no t  he lp  
no t i c i ng  ho w uncha ng in g  t he se  peop l e  s eemed  t o  be .  Aun t  Minn i e  
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was  t he r e ,  comp la in ing  abou t  he r  ga l l  s t ones  and  ove rac t i ve  
t hy ro id .  Nex t  t o  he r  was  he r  hus band  Ra lph ,  w ho  neve r  
t a l k s  t o  anyone .  Ac ro s s  f rom  Ra lph  was  U n c l e  Orv i l l e ,  
we a r in g  t he  same  f l anne l  sh i r t  a nd  ove ra l l s  he  had  worn  f o r  
t he  pa s t  e i gh t  yea r s .  Nex t  t o  Orv i l l e  w as  g r ea t - aun t  
M arg a re t ,  t h e  o l de s t  member  o f  t h e  f ami ly .  I t  was  f o r  h e r  
bene f i t  t h a t  t h e  f ami ly  a s semb led  eve ry  Chr i s tmas .  E ach  
Ch r i s tmas  Aun t  Mary  wou ld  r eques t  t h a t  t he  f ami ly  b e  
t oge the r  "one  l a s t  t ime  be fo r e  Aun t  Marga re t  pa s s e s  aw ay . "  
Each  o f  t h e  pa s t  f i f t e en  yea r s  l ooked  a s  i f  t ha t  C hr i s tm as  
migh t  be  he r  l a s t .  Bu t  a f t e r  each  Chr i s tmas ,  Aun t  M a rga re t  
wo u ld  doub l e  c ro s s  e ve ryone  and  l i ve  ano the r  yea r .  I  cou ld  
neve r  f i gu re  Aun t  Mar y ' s  r e a son ing  i n  hav ing  t he se  
ga the r i ngs .  Aun t  Marga re t  w as  s en i l e  and  h ad  n o t  spoken  a  
cohe ren t  word  i n  t h e  e i gh t e e n  yea r s  t ha t  I  h ad  been  a round  
he r .  Bes id e s ,  she  u sua l l y  s l ep t  t h ro u g h  t he  who le  t h i ng  
anyway .  
Af t e r  d in ing  on  a  mea l  t h a t  i nc luded  among  o the r  t h ings  
c r epes  suze t t e  w i th  t he  c ons i s t e nc y  and  ha l f  t he  f l avo r  o f  a  
c anvas  t en n i s  sho e  and  We lch ' s  g r ape  j u i ce ,  e ve ryone  ga the r e d  
a ro u n d  t he  Chr i s t mas  t r e e  fo r  t he  d i s t r i bu t i on  o f  t he  p r e sen t s .  
Th i s  w as  no t  an  exc i t i ng  t ime  fo r  anyone .  Eve ryone  kne w  exac t ­
l y  wha t  t hey  we re  go ing  t o  r ece ive -unde rwea r .  Aun t  Mary  d id  
no t  b e l i eve  i n  g iv ing  away  " u s e l e s s "  i t ems  ( i . e .  sh i r t s ,  pan t s ,  
e t c . ) .  She  be l i eved  i n  g iv ing  away  nece s sa ry  i t ems  and  t o  he r  
no th ing  wa s  more  o f  a  nece s s i t y  t han  unde rwea r .  Eve ryone  s t i l l  
had  t o  a c t  exc i t ed .  
"A  va lue  p ack  o f  F ru i t  o f  t h e  Loom I "  I  s a i d  w i th  a s  much  
ex c i t emen t  a s  I  cou ld  mus t e r .  " I  can  u se  t he se  i n  co l l ege  nex t  
ye a r !  Thank  you ,  Aun t  Mary ! "  
Ove rcome  by  bo redom ,  I  dec ided  t o  t ou r  t he  hous e  and  s ee  
wha t  eve ryone  e l s e  w as  do ing .  I n  t he  d in ing  r oom ,  Benny ,  my  
mom and  a  f e w  o f  my  o l d e r  cous in s  we re  i nvo lved  i n  a  game  o f  
Sc r abb l e .  
"Of  co u r se  I 'm  su r e  i t s  a  word , "  s a id  Benny  i nd ignan t l y .  
"D on ' t  t e l l  me  y o u ' ve  neve r  hea r  o f  LZLIXQUOD!"  
Mom j u s t  l ooked  up  a nd  shook  he r  head  he lp l e s s ly .  I n  t he  
k i t ch en  my  s i s t e r  was  no t  f a r i ng  ve r y  we l l  e i t he r .  Grandpa  had  
h e r  co rne r ed  and  was  t e l l i ng  he r  a l l  abou t  h i s  Wor ld  Wa r  I I  
expe r i ence s .  I  cou l d  no t  he lp  bu t  l augh  a s  I  wa lked  ou t .  
"F ou r t e e n  Ge rmans ! "  I  hea r d  he r  a sk  i n c r edu lous ly .  "A l l  
by  you r se l f ? "  
In  t he  den  one  o f  m y  younge r  cous in s  w as  pa t i en t l y  t r y ing  
t o  exp l a in  h i s  new v ideo  game  t o  Aun t  Mary .  Th a t  wa s  h i s  f i r s t  
mi s t a ke .  Exp l a in ing  a  v ide o  game  t o  Aun t  Mary  wou ld  b e  l i k e  
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exp la in ing  E ins te in ' s  Theory  o f  Re la t iv i ty  to  Fred  F l in t  
S tone .  
"No  Aunt  Mary ,  t hey  a re  ca l l ed  Alpha  Lunar  Modules ,  
no t  l i t t l e  red  b leepy  th ings . "  
In  the  fami ly  room Aunt  Minn ie  and  a  coup le  o f  o the r s  
were  ga the red  a round  an  o ld  p laye r  p iano  s ing ing  Chr i s tmas  
ca ro l s .  Dur ing  "Hark  the  Hera ld  Ange l s  S ing"  Minn ie  h i t  
one  o f  t he  mos t  h ideous  l eve l s  o f  f a l se t to  known t o  man .  I  
t r i ed  to  duck  ou t  o f  s igh t  be fo re  she  f in i shed  the  song ,  
bu t  was  too  l a t e .  
"Look  who ' s  he re ! "  she  sa id .  "Come on  Randy ,  we  need  
a  bass . "  
" I  can ' t , "  I  whispe red  hoa r se ly ,  po in t ing  to  my 
t h roa t .  
"Laryng i t i s?"  she  asked .  I  nodded .  
"Oh ,  t ha t ' s  too  bad .  Bu t  you 'd  be t t e r  be  thankfu l  you  
don ' t  have  my p rob lems .  Why I ' ve  had  ga l l  s tones  the  s i ze  
o f  a  pomegran i t e . .  . .  "  
I  s l ipped  ou t  t he  door  a s  qu ie t ly  a s  poss ib le .  I t  was  
a t  th i s  po in t  the  r ea l i za t ion  h i t  me .  I f  someth ing  was  no t  
done  soon ,  we  migh t  be  t r apped  a t  Aunt  Mary ' s  a l l  day .  The  
c lock  r ad io  in  the  co rne r  gave  me  an  idea .  Casua l ly  I  
saun te red  over  and  tu rned  i t  on .  
" I  th ink  I ' l l  see  i f  I  can  p ick  up  a  baske tba l l  game ,"  
I  announced  loud ly .  I  p re tended  to  mess  wi th  the  d i a l .  
"Hey ,  I 'm  ge t t ing  someth ing  he re !  I t ' s  a  wea the r  
r epor t , "  I  sa id  p ress ing  my ea r  aga ins t  the  speaker .  
"The  Na t iona l  Wea the r  Se rv ice  has  i s sued  a  win te r  
s to rm warn ing  fo r  t h i s  a rea .  S ix  t o  e igh t  inches  o f  snow 
i s  expec ted  be fo re  n igh t fa l l  accompan ied  by  h igh  winds  wi th  
gus t s  a round  60-70  m.p .h .  Of f i c i a l s  a re  warn ing  tha t  any  
t r ave l l ing  shou ld  be  done  immedia te ly . . . "  Tha t  was  a l l  dad  
needed  t o  hea r .  
"Okay ,  Sus ie ,  I  ha te  to  in te r rup t  your  Sc rabb le  game ,  
bu t  we 'd  be t t e r  l eave .  There ' s  a  Win te r  S to rm Warn ing  ou t  
fo r  t h i s  a rea , "  he  s a id .  
Mom d id  no t  need  t o  be  a sked  twice .  She  hur r i ed ly  
sa id  a l l  he r  goodbyes  and  headed  fo r  the  ca r .  As  I  was  
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walking out the door, I overheard Uncle Lowell talking to 
one of my younger cousins. 
"I could have told you a storm was on the way. Look 
at the direction those cows are facing--southwest--sure 
sign of heavy snow " 
Randy Southern 
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"UNLESS YOU'RE TOO MUCH OF A BABY" 
My head went up like a dog listening to a strange 
noise. I unfolded myself, and moved to a crouching 
position, ready for action if it should be what I hoped. 
Then the piper's tune grew louder and I dropped my crayons 
and dashed to the kitchen in a flurry. 
"It's the ice cream man! It's the ice cream man!" I 
shouted as I made a beeline for the lady with the money. 
"Mom, can I have a dime?! Can I?" My voice quavered 
urgently knowing the truck would move on in a few minutes. 
"May you have a dime," she corrected. "Well," she 
began as she carefully placed the potato on the countertop 
and meticulously wiped her hands on a nearby hand towel," 
it's not long 'till supper you know. . . but I guess you 
may have a snow cone to cool off." 
I squirmed as she drew out her purse and fumbled for a 
dime. (When you are seven exact change is best so that you 
do not have to worry about bringing back the change.) Her 
next words were predictable, "Now you be careful, and don't 
do anything to get hurt. Don't cross any streets." I was 
sure my former friends Janine and Timmy did not receive 
these childish instructions, but finally Roosevelt cooled 
my palm and I slammed my body against the screen and 
charged out of the house. 
The shiny white truck was still in sight. I pumped my 
stubby legs across the miles of suburban sidewalk. Just as 
I was getting near, the truck slowly crept to a new gather­
ing of children. Knowing the driver would stop in a mo­
ment, I paddled my feet even faster. I joined the cluster 
and turned my head to the tall truck. I squinted in the 
afternoon sun, holding my breath in fear that my ten cents 
might not be enough. I bravely ordered a blue snow cone 
and stretched my arm to place the dime on the high ledge. 
The old man snatched it and looked greedily to the next 
face, so I assumed I was safe. Lest I drop my treat, I 
walked the tightrope to the curb to sit and enjoy the 
refreshing flavored ice. 
Engrossed in my cone, I did not realize someone 
looming beside me until I felt the coolness of a shadow. 
In that same moment Janine said, "You're eating a snow 
cone? Really!" She gingerly licked her vanilla cone and 
parked her bottom on the yellow curb. I turned my head to 
look for Timmy. We three had been best buddies until 
Janine and Timmy started school the year before. After 
that they had shunned my company -- or rather Janine 
refused it and Timmy obeyed her command — since I was 
still a "baby." 
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"Guess what me and Timmy been doing," Janine invited. 
Before I could respond, she announced "Exploring!" 
She tilted her head and looked at me out of the corner 
of her eye, waiting for me to question her. I took a bite 
of my blueberry snow cone and let it melt against my warm 
blue tongue. When I thought she had sweated it out a 
little in anticipation, I said, "What are you exploring?" 
In her excitement she lost her superiority and plunged 
eargerly into the story. "Well, me and Timmy was playing 
in my back yard and we saw these grown-up men in blue 
outfits bending over in a circle in the yard two houses 
over from mine. Finally they all left and I said to Timmy, 
'Let's go see what they're looking at.' So we ran over and 
the big round metal thing was built into the hill. The 
thing had words on it, but we couldn't understand it. We 
both got on different sides and then we lifted it off. 
Once we got it off, I crawled in real quiet and cool 
tunnel. I couldn't really crawl because it was so little 
-- I just slid along. Then I came to this part where the 
tunnel turned in three directions. Since I went so far, 
the place was dark and I didn't want to get lost, so I 
started backing out. All of a sudden, I heard this noise 
in the tunnel. Me and Timmy thinks there's witches in 
there! And they live in there and the metal thing is their 
door and the door has words only witches can read. The 
grown-ups know about them, but they can't fit in the tunnel 
to find out." She paused to catch her breath and choose 
her next words carefully. "We're going to go back and we 
decided we'd let you go in next if you want to come see 
it." 
I considered the offer. I missed my friends, 
especially Timmy, and wanted to regain their favor. Yet, I 
knew my help was sought because they were afraid. I did 
not know much about witches, but from what I had heard — 
namely of the ones in Snow White and the Wizard of Oz — I 
was uninterested in encountering one. I was still weighing 
this when Janine shrugged and uttered distinctly, "Unless 
you're too much of a baby." I had no choice then but to go 
ahead with it. I swallowed the last drops of my snow cone, 
then trying desperately to sound adult, I announced, "It 
would be my pleasure." 
Immediately they led me to what I later learned was a 
drainage system for storm overflow. Finding the lid still 
flung aside, I bent to peer into the hole. The sunlight 
sprinkled rays only a few feet inside, and the rest was 
sheer moonless midnight. "It sure is dark," I frowned. 
Still not daring to leave my room at night because my 
nightlight did not shine into the hallway, I decided right 
then I was not about to enter a witch's house in the dark— 
49 
no t  even  fo r  T immy.  
"Go  ahead .  Crawl  i n , "  Jan ine  commanded .  
I  began  my de fense ,  " I t  i s  too  da rk  t o  see  any th ing .  
Bes ides ,  I ' ve  go t  my good  c lo thes  on . "  
Jan ine ' s  f ace  twis t ed  in  a l l  the  con tempt  he r  e igh t  
yea r  o ld  f ace  cou ld  mus te r .  Jus t  a s  she  d rew he r  b rea th  to  
g ive  me  a  p i ece  o f  he r  mind ,  we  hea rd  a  vo ice  beh ind  us .  
Jan ine  shou ted  and  sna r l ed ,  "Lay  down!"  She  c roaked  tha t  
the re  were  th ree  g rown-ups  i n  the  backyard  o f  the  house  
nex t  door .  "They  be t t e r  no t  come  and  ru in  our  exp lo r ing , "  
she  compla ined .  I  cou ld  th ink  o f  worse  th ings  than  ru in ing  
our  exp lo r ing ,  l i ke  be ing  s tuck  in  the  house  the  r e s t  o f  
the  summer  because  I  was  i n  someone  e l se ' s  backyard .  
F ina l ly  the  vo ices  subs ided ,  and  we  rose .  Jan ine  
began  where  she  had  been  be fo re  the  in t e r rup t ion ,  minus  the  
wra th .  "Go  home and  change ,  t hen ,  ge t  a  f l a sh l igh t .  But  
fo r  goodness  sake ,  don ' t  t e l l  your  mom wha t  you ' r e  do ing!"  
Exp lo r ing  wi th  a  l i gh t  sounded  sa fe  enough  to  me ,  so  I  
dashed  home.  Then ,  w i th  my o ld  g rubb ies  on ,  I  ran  
downs ta i r s  fo r  a  f l a sh l igh t .  My mom wa lked  in  the  room as  
I  g rabbed  the  l igh t  and  moved  fo r  the  door .  "What  a re  you  
do ing  wi th  the  f l a sh l igh t?"  she  ques t ioned .  
Once  I  was  s a fe ly  ou t  t he  sc reen  door . ,  I  ye l l ed ,  
"Going  to  Jan ine ' s . "  I  d id  no t  look  back  fo r  f ea r  the  
hes i t a t ion  would  a l low t ime  fo r  more  ques t ions  tha t  would  
keep  me  s tuck  in  the  house  the  r e s t  o f  t he  day .  
Back  wi th  the  o the r s ,  I  found  myse l f  i n  the  passageway  
be fo re  I  knew wha t  was  happen ing .  I  d id  the  Mar ine  c rawl  I  
had  seen  on  t e l ev i s ion ,  us ing  my e lbows  to  advance  myse l f .  
Every  few f ee t  I  s topped  to  sh ine  the  l igh t  ahead .  The  
l eve l  tunne l  was  made  o f  ho l lowed  c i r cu la r  concre te  abou t  a  
foo t  and  a  ha l f  in  d iamete r .  The  shaded  tunne l  r e f re shed  
me a f t e r  s t and ing  in  the  beas t ly  Augus t  sun .  However ,  
a f t e r  go ing  the  l eng th  o f  t h ree  ya rds t i cks ,  my unpro tec ted  
l egs  numbed  f rom the  ch i l ly  f loo r .  I  had  a l r eady  pushed  my 
l uck  in  ga in ing  r e spec t  by  go ing  home once ,  and  I  knew I  
cou ld  no t  r i sk  more  ques t ions  f rom my mothe r  by  go ing  home 
and  pu t t ing  on  j eans ,  so  I  kep t  inch ing  my way .  As  I  t r i ed  
to  tu rn  and  look  toward  the  en t rance .  I  found  tha t  i t  was  
such  c lose  qua r t e r s ,  I  cou ld  no t  t u rn  my head .  I f  I  looked  
under  my a rmpi t  I  cou ld  see  t r aces  o f  l i gh t  coming  f rom the  
en t rance  bu t  i t  on ly  shone  in  a  f ew f ee t .  
As  I  c rawled  ano the r  ya rd ,  I  reached  the  junc t ion  o f  
t he  o the r  tunne l s  t ha t  Jan ine  had  desc r ibed .  One  t h ing  she  
had  neg lec ted  to  t e l l  me;  a  s lowmoving ,  i nch-wide  r ive r  
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t r i ck led  f rom the  r igh t  tunne l  t o  the  l e f t .  The  co ld  
tunne l  he ld  the  dampness  o f  a  mus ty  wa lk - in  f r eeze r .  
Sh in ing  my f l a sh l igh t  on  the  two  s ides ,  I  l ea rned  on ly  o f  a  
bend  i n  each  o f  them - -  to  l ea rn  more  I  would  have  to  c rawl  
f a r the r .  The  tunne l  ahead  remained  s t r a igh t  accord ing  to  
my d imming  f l a sh l igh t ,  and  was  t he re fo re  r a the r  unexc i t ing .  
To  ge t  on  Jan ine  and  T immy ' s  good  s ide ,  I  would  have  t o  
produce  someth ing  o the r  than  a  s t r a igh t  tunne l .  
Then  shou ld  i t  be  a  r igh t  tu rn?  Or  a  l e f t ?  As  I  
r eca l l ed  the  sugges t ion  o f  wi t ches ,  i t  occured  to  me t ha t  
i t  was  odd  t ha t  wa te r  would  be  f lowing  to  the  l e f t  because  
eve ry  Amer ican  ch i ld  knows  t ha t  wi tches  d i s so lve  wi th  
wa te r .  The  wi t ches  had  to  l ive  to  the  r igh t ,  so  I  vee red  
to  the  r igh t .  
Try ing  to  wigg le  my body  a round  the  n ine ty  degree  
tu rn ,  I  hea rd  muf f l ed  vo ices  beh ind  me .  Because  o f  t he  
echo ing ,  i t  took  th ree  t imes  be fo re  I  l ea rned  tha t  Jan ine  
was  a sk ing  wha t  I  had  found .  My t h ree  a t t empts  were  no t  so  
success fu l ly  unders tood ,  and  I  even tua l ly  gave  up  and  
con t inued  c rawl ing .  
The  bend  i n  the  tunne l  p roved  sha rp ,  bu t  I  tu rned  i t  
and  managed  t o  f ind  myse l f  a t  ano the r  in t e r sec t ion .  Wi th  
no  i n t en t ion  o f  ge t t ing  los t ,  I  f i shed  in  my pocke t s  fo r  
someth ing  to  l eave  a s  a  t r a i l ,  I  found  a  p iece  o f  paper  
and  ca re fu l ly  to re  i t  in to  sh reads .  I  dec ided  tha t  i f  I  
pu t  i t  on  the  g round  l i ke  Hanse l  and  Gre te l ,  t he  wa te r  
would  ca r ry  i t  away .  Ins t ead ,  I  dabbed  a  p i ece  o f  paper  i n  
the  wa te r .  I  then  s tuck  i t  to  the  s ide  o f  the  tunne l  l i ke  
g lue les s  wa l lpaper ing .  I  congra tu la t ed  myse l f  on  my 
gen ius .  
I  wen t  l e f t  th i s  t ime ,  l eav ing  a  p i ece  o f  paper  
a t t ached  to  the  wa l l  eve ry  few f ee t .  I  was  pu t t ing  up  my 
l a s t  sc rap  when  I  hea rd  a  roa r  s imi la r  to  the  sound  in  my 
cous in ' s  s eashe l l .  My f i r s t  though t  was  a  gush  o f  wa te r ,  
and  I  took  a  deep  b rea th  and  c losed  my eyes  in  p repa ra t ion  
fo r  i t .  As  I  wa i t ed  and  i t  never  came ,  t hough t s  o f  
to rnadoes ,  hu r r i canes ,  and  wi t ches  f i l l ed  my mind .  
When  I  reopened  my eyes ,  I  cou ld  no t  t e l l  I  had  opened  
them,  because  I  found  myse l f  i n  to t a l  da rkness .  I  f l i cked  
the  swi tch  o f  my f l a sh l igh t  to  no  ava i l .  I t  took  eve ry  
e f fo r t  no t  t o  sc ream in to  the  empty  da rkness .  Wi th  de l ib ­
e ra te  ca lmness ,  I  unsc rewed  the  f l a sh l igh t ,  hop ing  tha t  i f  
I  rea r ranged  the  ba t t e r i e s ,  the  a r t i f i ca l  sun  would  r e tu rn .  
When  t ha t  p roved  f ru i t l e s s ,  I  smashed  i t  aga ins t  the  wa l l .  
I  had  once  seen  my mothe r  k i ck  our  d rye r  t o  ge t  i t  work ing ,  
so  I  was  hop ing  fo r  the  same  e f fec t .  I  t r i ed  eve ry th ing  
imag inab le ,  i nc lud ing  a  p raye r ,  and  s t i l l  l ay  in  da rkness .  
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I rationalized. If I screamed, Janine or Timmy would 
eventually come to my rescue. The thought of Janine's 
taunting "baby, baby" made me cringe. But if I could find 
my way back to them, this would make an even better story, 
and X would surely gain their respect. I had always been 
certain that whenever it was dark, snakes came out, but I 
would just have to hope I did not see one. Acceptance was 
too important. 
I tucked the useless flashlight in between my back and 
my shorts and began crawling backwards; I did not want 
Mom's questions about a silly flashlight to spoil my 
foreseen glory. I found crawling backwards to be much 
slower and more difficult. My elbows would no longer 
propel me, and I had to rock my torso back and forth to 
attain any progress at all. Since my elbows were useless 
other than for balance. I used my right hand to feel for 
the markers. 
When I reached the intersection, I paused. Which way 
should I turn? My first turn had been to the right, and my 
last to the left. Since I was going back, X should turn 
the opposite direction, I concluded. I would crawl to the 
right. I realized this was a good opportunity to get my 
self crawling frontwards instead of backwards, so I backed 
and then turned, rather than backing around the turn. 
Although I still was not thrilled with the darkness, I 
felt good. I was getting closer to the exit all the time. 
I had found my way all around the tunnels, was smart enough 
to leave a trail, and had even overcome my fear of the 
dark. What a story this will make. I reveled. While 
grinning to myself, my left elbow suddenly fell below 
rather than sliding smoothly in front of me. My funny bone 
contacted with something sharp and sent shivers through my 
whole body. I jerked it quickly toward me. As I massaged 
it, I felt my right hand getting moist with a warm, sticky 
liquid. I was suddenly glad there were no lights; the 
sight of blood made me sick. 
I ignored the elbow to examine what lay in front of 
me. I felt chunks of broken cement inbedded in cool moist 
earth. The horror of it sent spasms through me. The 
tunnel had collapsed while I was in it. That must have 
been the loud noise I had heard. I was stuck in the tunnel 
to die. No one could even come rescue me. I was a miner 
trapped in the earth's belly. X would not even get a 
proper burial with pretty flowers because I was already 
buried. In my helplessness I put my forehead on my arm and 
sobbed. There was no need to be brave anymore, because I 
could never tell Janine and Timmy my story. I was going to 
die. I lay waiting for my life to pass before my eyes. I 
was not sure exactly what that meant, but I had heard my 
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paren t s  and  o the r  g rown-ups  d i scuss  dea th  be fo re .  
In  the  midd le  o f  a  b rea th  fo r  my second  wind  o f  c ry ­
ing ,  I  hea rd  a  vo ice  r eve rbe ra te  th rough  a  tunne l  some­
where .  I t  was  no  c l ea re r  than  ye l l ing  in to  a  deep  we l l ,  
bu t  wherever  i t  was ,  no  ma t t e r  wha t  i t  sa id ,  the re  was  
l i f e .  Maybe  I  cou ld  f ind  ano the r  tunne l  t o  t ake  me  t o  i t .  
I  had  to  c rawl  backwards  aga in ,  bu t  t he  u rgency  fo rced  
me  t o  move  f a s t e r  than  be fo re .  I  had  no  idea  when  the  
vo ice  would  s top  and  l eave  me  a lone  aga in .  Befo re  I  knew 
i t ,  I  had  r eached  the  in t e r sec t ion .  Someth ing  in  my head  
c l i cked .  Of  course !  I  had  tu rned  r igh t  ins t ead  o f  l e f t  
because  I  was  r e tu rn ing ,  bu t  s ince  I  was  go ing  backwards ,  I  
shou ld  have  tu rned  l e f t !  How s tup id  I  had  been!  I  pu t  
myse l f  head  f i r s t ,  and  moved  i n  wha t  I  knew to  be  the  r igh t  
d i r ec t ion .  I  heaved  a  s igh  o f  r e l i e f ,  bu t  s t i l l  hur r i ed .  
Al l  I  wan ted  f rom th i s  p lace  was  ou t .  Respec t  was  second­
a ry  now.  I  jus t  wan ted  t o  see  day l igh t .  
In  the  e t e rn i ty  o f  f ive  minu tes ,  I  cou ld  see  rays  o f  
sun  be fo re  me .  I  hur l ed  myse l f  th rough  the  danc ing  dus t  
pa r t i c l e s  v i s ib le  in  the  r ays ,  and  l anded  on  f r e sh ,  g reen  
g rass .  I  squ in ted  my eyes ,  and  d rank  in  the  sun l igh t .  I  
had  fo rgo t t en  Jan ine  and  T immy,  so  g lad  I  was  t o  be  f r ee .  
As  I  looked  in to  Jan ine ' s  wide  eyes  and  f i sh - l ike  mouth ,  I  
remembered  I  needed  to  p lay  i t  coo l .  "What ' s  wrong  wi th  
you?"  I  sa id  to  the  s i l en t  s t a re r s .  
"What  happened  to  you?!"  Jan ine  c roaked .  
Then  I  looked  a t  myse l f .  I  had  b lood  smeared  f rom my 
e lbow and  hand  to  the  f ron t  o f  my wh i t e  top .  Ming led  wi th  
the  b lood  on  the  top ,  a s  we l l  a s  the  e lbow,  was  t he  d i r ty  
wa te r  I  had  been  c rawl ing  over .  My l egs  reddened  f rom the  
co ld  cement ,  con ta ined  the i r  f a i r  sna re  o r  muck  t oo .  I  
cou ld  ju s t  imag ine  my d i r ty  t ea r - s t r eaked  face ,  wi th  more  
smeared  b lood  where  I  had  mopped  my eyes .  
I  looked  up  and  r ep l i ed  smar t ly ,  "Wel l ,  wha t ' s  i t  look  
l ike  I ' ve  been  do ing?"  
I  to ld  them of  t he  va r ious  tunne l s ,  t he  co l l apsed  
wa l l ,  t he  t r a i l  I  had  l e f t  and  o f  my f l a shs l igh t  go ing  ou t .  
I  ro l l ed  my eyes  a s  I  to ld  them how r id i cu lous  the i r  no t ion  
o f  wi t ches  was .  I  d id  no t  t e l l  them I  had  been  p repa red  to  
d ie .  I  ce r t a in ly  was  no t  abou t  t o  t e l l  them i t  was  t he i r  
shou t ing  tha t  had  he lped  me  f ind  my way .  Wha t  t hey  d id  no t  
know would  no t  hu r t  them and  wha t  they  d id  know ce r t a in ly  
migh t  he lp  me .  
J an ine  b roke  in to  a  smi le  when  I  f in i shed .  She  and  
Timmy were  impressed  by  my open  cu t .  I t  he ld  the  same  f a s -
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o ina t ion  b roken  a rms  do  t o  the  e l ementa ry  s tuden t s .  They  
looked  a t  i t  j ea lous ly .  I  l apped  i t  a l l  up ,  bu t  f e l t  a  
l i t t l e  embar rassed .  
I  ended  up  be ing  one  o f  t he  mos t  r e spec ted  
f i r s t -g rade r s  to  en te r  Her i t age  Hi l l  E lementa ry ,  thanks  to  
Jan ine .  She  to ld  eve ryone  the  s to ry  - -  a f t e r  a l l ,  she  had  
d i scovered  the  p lace ,  so  su re ly  some  o f  t he  c red i t  had  to  
go  to  he r .  When  peop le  today  ask  me  how I  go t  such  a  sca r  
on  my e lbow,  I  smi le  and  t e l l  them I  go t  i t  f rom ea t ing  a  
snow cone .  
L i sa  Ca lv in  
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TH E DREAM 
Th i s  wa s  t h e  f i r s t  t ime  i n  weeks  he  had  a  chance  t o  
s i t  down  and  j u s t  r e l ax .  Of  cou r se  h e  had  t o  p i ck  up  
Ka r i  i n  a  coup l e  o f  hou r s ,  bu t  he  c ou ld  s i t  down  and  
r ead  awh i l e .  H e  p i ck ed  up  a  book  h e ' d  neve r  f i n i shed ,  
The  Judgemen t  Day .  Dea th  w as  a  f a s c i n a t i n g  s ub j e c t  t o  
h im ,  b u t  he  n ev e r  t hough t  o f  i t  i n  a  pe r sona l  w a y .  
P r e t t y  soo n  t h e  w ords  became  b l u r r ed ,  a nd  s t a r t ed  t o  run  
t oge t he r . . .  
. . .H i s  f i r s t  impre s s ion  w as  he  w as  upse t  and  i n  a  
hu r ry .  He  was  d r i v in g  h i s  ca r  down  a  we t ,  d a rk ,  and  
busy  s t r e e t .  Ka r i  was  i n  t he  s ea t  ne x t  t o  h im  
compla in ing .  He  shou t ed  back ,  "Leave  my  f a i t h  o u t  o f  
t h i s .  I  pu t  a  l o t  o f  work  i n to  p l ann ing  t on igh t  so  sh u t  
up  an d  en joy  i t .  O .K .? "  
Ju s t  t hen  t h e  ca r  sw e rved  a nd  h i t  a  t e l ephone  po l e .  
The  n ex t  t h ing  he  s aw  w as  a  da rk  t unne l .  He  hea rd  so f t  
m u s i c  and  a  swee t  v o i ce  c a l l i ng  h i s  name .  He  e n t e r e d  
t he  t un n e l  and  s t a r t ed  fo rwa rd .  The  t unne l  s eemed  t o  g o  
on  f o r eve r .  He  kep t  w a lk ing ,  t he  a i r  a round  h im  b ecame  
l i gh t e r ,  and  wa lk ing  became  e a s i e r  t he  f a r t he r  he  wen t .  
H e  t u rned  t he  co r ne r  and  s t epped  ou t  i n to  a  l a rge ,  
b r i gh t  room.  The  ro o m  w as  l i t .  bu t  no t  w i th  a  l i gh t  he  
had  eve r  s een  be fo r e .  The re  we re  peop l e  a l l  a round .  
Bu t  t h e se  p eo p l e  we re  a l mos t  t r an spa ren t ,  t hey  a l l  had  
on  s imp le  wh i t e  r obes ,  bu t  t h e  mos t  no t i c eab l e  t h i ng  was  
t h e i r  f a c e s  wh ic h  we re  f i l l ed  w i th  peace  a nd  
con t en tm en t .  He  r e c ogn i z e d  an  o ld  f r i end  t ha t  had  d i ed  
i n  a  p l ane  c r a s h  t he  p r ev ious  y ea r .  He  l i f t ed  h i s  ha nd  
t o  w ave ,  b u t  s t opped  m i d -a i r .  Some th ing  w as  wrong .  I t  
was  h i s  hand ,  he  w as  s u r e  o f  t h a t ,  on ly  t he  p l ace  w he re  
he  had  bu rned  h imse l f  was  gone ,  a l ong  w i t h  h i s  
b i r t hmark .  Cov e r ing  h i s  a rm  w as  t he  so f t e s t ,  wh i t e s t  
ma t e r i a l  he  had  eve r  s een .  He  s t ood  t he r e  qu i t e  aw h i l e ,  
con t en t  t o  l ook  a t  t hose  a round  h im .  I n  t im e ,  so meo n e  
app roac h ed  h im .  " I  am Ar i e l " ,  he  s a i d ,  "you  a r e  t o  come  
w i th  me . "  
He  f o l l owed  Ar i e l  a c r o s s  t he  ro o m t o  ano the r  
pa s sageway ,  on ly  t h i s  one  w as  l i t  w i t h  t he  sa me  l i gh t  a s  
t he  room.  He  cou ld  hea r  a  beau t i f u l  s o n g  f rom i t .  As  
Ar i e l  l ed  h im  on ,  he  exp l a ined  how he  had  wa t ched  o v e r  
h im  du r ing  h i s  sho r t  s t a y  on  e a r t h .  Ar i e l  a l so  s a i d  he  
was  ve ry  g l ad  t h a t  t hey  co u l d  mee t  and  t a l k  f ace  t o  f ace  
i n s t ead  o f  t h rough  h i s  consc i ence .  Be fo re  h e  cou ld  
r e s p o n d ,  t hey  s t epped  ou t  o f  t he  p a s sag eway  i n to  t he  
mos t  b r i l l i an t  l i gh t ,  bu t  i t  d i dn ' t  hu r t  h i s  e ye s .  He  
g l anced  a r ound .  H e  s aw  mu l t i t u d es  o f  wh i t e  robe d  p eo p l e  
s i t t i ng  i n  g roups ,  some  we re  s i ng ing  a  s t r an ge  and  
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beau t i fu l  song .  The  f loo r  was  o f  c rys ta l ,  pure  and  
c l ea r .  He  saw an  a l t a r ,  o f f  o f  wh ich  a  f ine ,  th in  
s t r eam of  b lue  smoke  was  r i s ing ,  f i l l i ng  the  a i r  wi th  a  
s t rong  swee t  sme l l .  He  saw Kar i  s t and ing  be tween  two  
whi t e  robed  men .  Only  she  was  i n  he r  b lue  d ress ,  to rn  
and  d i r ty .  Then  he  saw the  th rone  and  fo rgo t  a l l  e l se .  
On t he  th rone  sa t  a  man ,  bu t  no t  j u s t  a  man .  Hi s  ve ry  
p resence  swep t  ove r  h im l ike  a  wave .  He  was  d ressed  in  
a  d i r ty ,  to rn ,  b lood-s t a ined  robe .  He  r ecogn ized  Him a t  
once  a s  Jesus  the  Son  o f  God .  J e sus  spoke  and  Ar ie l  
pushed  h im fo rward .  He  wa lked  toward  the  base  o f  t he  
th rone  and  d ropped  to  h i s  knees .  He  f e l t  unwor thy  t o  
even  look  a t  the  chosen  one .  A so f t ,  swee t ,  s ad  vo ice  
spoke ,  "Look  up . "  He  looked  up  in to  eyes  beyond  h i s  
imag ina t ion .  They  were  deep  enough  to  ho ld  a l l  sec re t s ,  
bu t  were  f i l l ed  wi th  pure  love  and  lone ly  sadness  a l l  a t  
once .  Je sus  spoke  aga in .  "Do  you  know me?"  He  
answered ,  "You  a re  the  one  who  c rea ted  me;  my s av io r . "  
Then  Jesus  answered ,  "Welcome  home my son . "  He  was  
f i l l ed  wi th  a  joy  and  peace  beyond  words ,  bu t  be fo re  he  
cou ld  say  any th ing ,  Je sus  spoke  once  more .  "Br ing  the  
g i r l  to  me ."  
The  two  whi t e  robed  men  b rough t  a  s ca red ,  t r embl ing  
Kar i  t o  the  th rone .  Je sus  looked  a t  Kar i  fo r  a  long  
t ime  and  asked  "Why d id  you  r e j ec t  my g i f t  o f  l i f e?"  
Kar i  r e sponded ,  "Lord ,  I  never  had  a  chance  to  accep t  o r  
r e j ec t  you . "  Jesus  tu rned  and  looked  a t  h im wi th  His  
eyes  tha t  p ie rced  h i s  new found  joy .  Tha t  i s  why  I  sen t  
you  t h i s  one . . .  
. . .There  was  a  c rash  and  he  awoke  wi th  a  s t a r t .  
The  c lock  had  f a l l en  o f f  the  window l edge .  He  g lanced  
a t  the  t ime  and  bo l t ed  in to  ac t ion .  Kar i  was  expec t ing  
h im in  f ive  minu tes  and  he  had  r e se rva t ions  a t  the i r  
f avor i t e  r e s t au ran t  in  a  ha l f  hour .  He  p i cked  up  Kar i  
f i f t een  minu tes  l a t e .  His  p lans  fo r  a  qu ie t  even ing  
were  lo s t  in  the  rush .  He  pu l l ed  on to  Main  S t r ee t  a s  i t  
s t a r t ed  to  r a in .  There  seemed  t o  be  more  t r a f f i c  than  
usua l .  Kar i  s t a r t ed  to  ye l l  a t  h im,  r emind ing  h im o f  
h i s  shor t comings  a s  a  Chr i s t i an .  He  shou ted  back ,  
"Leave  my f a i th  ou t  o f  t h i s .  I  pu t  a  l o t  o f  work  i n to  
p lann ing  ton igh t ,  so  shu t  up  and  en joy  i t ,  O.K.?"  
Jus t  then  he  swerved  and  h i t  a  t e l ephone  po le .  
Be th  Mc Ahren  
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THE BALLOON MAN 
A Story for Children 
The day was slowly fading, and a dusky orange glow was 
all that remained of a once-brilliant sunset. The town of 
Kilpha lay dark and quiet under a blanket of snow. All the 
children were fast asleep, and the mothers and fathers were 
beginning to put away their evening's handwork before going 
to bed. One by one, the lamps flickered out. Only a 
single light burned in a tiny house on the edge of town. 
Old Jared was still at work. Sitting on a three 
legged stool, he hunched over a mound of scattered papers 
on his desk; at times, writing furiously, and at others 
just staring blankly at them. 
All around him—on the floor, on the walls, hanging 
from the ceiling and overflowing from shelves—were 
balloons. They were of all sizes, shapes and colors 
imaginable! But the strangest thing about these balloons 
was that they seemed to be alive—yes, very alive! They 
quivered with excitement and joy as if they expected 
something wonderful to happen. And indeed, they were 
right... 
ABOUT OLD JARED 
Old Jared really wasn't old at all—in fact, he was as 
healthy and strong as any young man in Kilpha. But if you 
were able to look very closely into his eyes, something 
would tell you that he had lived for a long time. There 
were rumors around town that he was eighty or a hundred 
years old—some even thought five hundred. So, Old Jared 
was called "old" simply because he had been around longer 
than anyone could remember. Most of the adults avoided 
him, thinking he was a fool and had a child's mind. They 
were wrong! He had a child's heart. 
And indeed, it was the children who loved Old Jared 
the most. They flocked around him when he walked into town 
for supplies, chattering and laughing and singing the 
little tunes he taught them. They would follow him up the 
mountain side at the edge of town, where he would often go 
to enjoy the beauty of the earth for a few quiet hours. 
During those moments, the children begged Old Jared 
for stories, and his face would come alive as he told them 
of castles in the air, of flying horses, of places where 
the sun never set. But their favorite story was the tale 
of the balloons. They never tired of hearing how, at the 
beginning of the world, the balloons were set free on the 
wings of the wind to travel wherever they pleased. And Old 
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j a r ed  l ove d  t o  t e l l  i t  j u s t  a s  mush  a s  t he  ch i l d r e n  l oved  
t o  hea r  i t .  
"Fo r  you  s e e , "  he  s a i d  one  day ,  " t he  r e a son  you r  
hea r t s  and  m ine  l e ap  when  we  t h ink  o f  t hos e  ba l l oons  i s  
be c a use  we  l ong  w i t h  a l l  o f  ou r s e lve s  t o  be  l i k e  t he m- - to  
so a r ,  t o  be  f r e e  o f  t he  wor ld  be low  u s . "  A nd  he  was  r i gh t .  
An d  t h e  ch i l d r en  l oved  h im  a l l  t he  more  f o r  i t .  
Many  t ime  du r ing  t hose  momen t s  on  t he  moun t i a n  t hey  
wo u ld  a s k  a bou t  t he  ba l l oons  i n  h i s  house .  Bu t  O ld  J a r ed  
wou ld  j u s t  smi l e  and  s ay .  "Wa i t ,  d ea r  ch i l d r en .  Y ou  w i l l  
know s oon  enough  when  i t  w i l l  come  t o  b e . "  
THE ANNOUNCEMENT 
O ne  day ,  l a t e  i n  w in t e r ,  w h en  eve ry th ing  i n  t he  wor ld  
w as  r e ady  t o  sp r i ng  up  f rom wh i t e  i n to  a  l u sc ious  g r een  
co lo r ,  a  p o s t e r  appea red  ou t s i de  o f  t he  Town  Ha l l :  
A t t en t i on  
Inhab i t an t s  o f  K i lpha !  
The re  w i l l  be  a  SPEC IAL pa r t y  
f o r  a l l  ch i l d r en  
an d  
ch i l d r en -hea r t ed  
THIS  SPRING 
on  t he  t op  o f  t he  moun ta in .  
(S igned )  
O ld  J a r e d .  
P .S .  Be  r e ady  a ny  da y .  f o r  on ly  t he  w ind  knows  when !  
Now t h i s  announcemnt  p roducd  t wo  r e ac t i ons .  I t  s en t  
t he  hea r t s  o f  t h e  ch i l d r en  r ac i ng  and  t hey  r an  t h rough  t he  
s t r e e t s  sh o u t i n g  fo r  j oy  and  da nc ing .  Fo r  wha t  r e a l  r ea son  
t he y  d id  n o t  know,  bu t  j u s t  t he  t hough t  o f  a  SPECIAL p a r t y  
w i th  O ld  J a r ed  made  t hem f e e l  a l l  qu ive ry  i n s ide—l ike  
some th ing  exc i t i ng  was  bound  t o  happen .  
On  t h e  o the r  hand ,  t he  a du l t s  me t  t he  announcemen t  
w i t h  b l ack en ed  hea r t s .  
"He ' s  do ing  some t h i ng  t o  ou r  ch i l d r en ! "  s t o rme d  one  
wom a n .  
"Tha t ' s  c r azy  f oo l  i s  a f f ec t i ng  eve ry  s i ng l e  one  o f  
t hem ,  and  I  don ' t  l i k e  t he  s t o r i e s  my  daugh t e r  b r i n g s  
hom e , "  g rumb led  a  f a t he r .  "Th ings  l i k e  ho r se s  w i th  w ings  
and  f l oa t i ng  house s . "  
" I  don ' t  know  abou t  you , "  s hou t e d  an  ang r y  man ,  "bu t  
I 'm  ge t t i n g  t o  t he  bo t t om o f  t h i s .  I  say  we  d o  s o me th in g  
t o  d r i ve  t he  man  o u t  o f  t own!"  
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Shou t s  o f  ag r eem en t  we re  hea rd  f rom t he  c r owd  t ha t  had  
ga the r ed ,  and  t hey  qu i c k l y  en t eed  t he  Town  Ha l l .  N o  one  
no t i c ed  t he  da rk  fo rm  o f  a  l i t t l e  boy  qu i e t l y  s l i pp ing  away  
i n to  t he  shadows  o f  an  a l l ey .  
THE BEGINNING O F  T H E PLAN 
Ron i  l e t  pan i c  t ake  ove r  and  r a n  f a s t e r ,  f a s t e r ,  
f a s t e r ,  a l ong  t h e  cobb l ed  s t r e e t s ,  un t i l  a t  l a s t  he  r e ached  
Old  J a r ed ' s  house  a nd  t h r ew  h ims e l f  aga in s t  t he  doo r ,  
pan t i n g  ha rd .  
O ld  J a r ed  hea r d  t he  no i s e  a nd  opened  t h e  doo r .  He  
kne l t  down .  
"W hy ,  Ron i .  wha t eve r  i s  t he  ma t t e r ? "  
The  boy  ga sped  ou t  h i s  s t o ry  a nd  t he  ma n  l i s t ened  
i n t en t l y  un t i l  he  w as  t h rough .  Then  he  s a id  i n  a  g r ave  
vo i c e ,  " Tha nk  you ,  Ron i .  co u l d  you  p l ea se  run  and  t e l l  a l l  
o f  t he  ch i l d r en  t o  be  a t  m y  house  a s  s oon  a s  pos s ib l e?  
I t ' s  ve ry  i mpor t an t - - I  hope  you ' r e  no t  t oo  t i r ed . "  
Ron i  a s s u r e d  h im ,  t hough  s t i l l  a  l i t t l e  ou t  o f  b r ea th ,  
t ha t  he  was  qu i t e  cabab l e .  and  sho t  o f f  be fo r e  O ld  J a r ed  
h ad  t ime  t o  b id  h im  f a r ewe l l .  
As  he  c l o sed  t he  d o o r ,  a  s mi l e  g r ew  on  O ld  J a r ed ' s  
f a ce  un t i l  he  began  t o  l augh  ou t  l o ud .  
"O h .  my  b e a u t i f u l  ones ! "  he  w h i s pe r ed  a s  he  sp r ead  
h i s  hands  t oward  t he  ba l l oons  aound  h im .  " I t  i s  co m in g  t o  
be — yes ,  ve ry ,  ve ry  soon ! "  
And  t h e  ba l l oons  q u i v e r ed  i n  an t i c i pa t i on .  
When  t h e  ch i l d r en  had  a l l  been  ga the r ed  i n to  Old  
J a r ed ' s  c rowde d  workshop ,  t hey  l ooked  a t  h im  i n  s i l en t  
expec t a t i on .  Wi th  a  g r ave  f a ce  bu t  a  tw ink l e  i n  h i s  eyes ,  
h e  ex p l a ine d ,  "The re  i s  some t h i ng  you  need  t o  know.  The  
spec i a l  Pa r t y  i s  go ing  t o  t ake  p l ace  s oone r  t han  p l anned .  
The  w ind  ha s  hea rd  eve ry th ing  t ha t  ha s  been  spoke n ,  and  t h e  
day  o f  h i s  coming—wha t  we ' r e  a l l  wa i t i ng  fo r—cou ld  be  any  
day .  T ha t  w i l l  be  t he  day  o f  t he  pa r t y ,  a nd  you  need  t o  b e  
a l e r t  eve ry  morn ing  t o  wha t  i s  happen ing .  When  i t  comes ,  
go  a s  s oon  a s  you  can  t o  t he  t op  o f  t he  moun t a i n  and  wa i t  
f  o r  me . "  
The  ch i l d r en  s t a r ed  a t  Old  J a r e d  i n  w ide -eyed  wonde r ,  
bu t  f e l t  t hey  u n d e r s t ood  wha t  t hey  n eed ed  t o  do .  T he y  
s ca t t e r ed  i n  t he  d i r ec t i ons  o f  t h e i r  h o mes ,  w i th  a  f e e l i ng  
they  cou ld  no t  d i s t i ngu i sh  be tween  f e a r  and  exc i t emen t .  
Maybe  i t  wa s  bo th . . .  
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W HAT HAPPENED TO OLD JA R  ED 
Th r o u g h o u t  t he  nex t  week ,  t h e  c h i l d r e n ' s  an t i c i pa t i on  
g rew  un t i l  t hey  cou l d  ha rd ly  con t a in  t hemse lve s .  T he y  
becam e  so  wr a ppe d  up  i n  t he i r  own  t hough t s  t ha t  no t  one  
ch i l d  was  awa re  o f  wha t  w as  ha ppe n i ng  a mong  t h e  adu l t s .  
No t  un t i l  one  e ve n ing  when . . .  
" F IR E 1  The re ' s  a  f i r e  on  t he  ed ge  o f  t own! ! "  
The  c h i l d r en  we re  j e rked  f rom s l e e p  w i th  a  d r e a d f u l  
f e e l i n g .  O ld  J a r e d . . . h i s  house  w as  on  t he  edge  o f—OLD 
JARED!!  and  a s  one  t he y  r an  a s  f a s t  a s  t hey  cou ld  t o  whe re  
a  r ed  g low  made  mons t rous  shadows  o u t  o f  t he  n igh t .  
They  found  h i m ,  s mo k ey  a nd  s cu f f ed ,  bu t  unha rmed ,  
s t and ing  a  w ays  o f f  f rom t he  r e s t  o f  t he  on looke r s  t h a t  had  
ga the r ed .  He  l ooked  o lde r  t han  u sua l ,  and  ve ry ,  ve ry  t i r ed .  
T he  ch i l d r en  c lu s t e r ed  a round  h im ,  no t  s ay ing  an y th in g ,  bu t  
s im p ly  convey ing  t h ro u g h  t he i r  c l o senes s  t he  g r ea t  l ove  
t hey  had  f o r  h im .  O l d  J a r ed  s i ghed  deep ly .  "The  f i r e  
s t a r t ed  i n  my  workshop ,  ch i l d r en .  A l l  t h e  ba l l oons  a r e  
de s t ro y ed —ex cep t  f o r  o n e . "  H e  opened  t he  pa lm  o f  h i s  
hand ,  and  l y in g  t he r e  w as  t he  sma l l e s t  r e d  ba l l oon  t he y  had  
eve r  s een .  Bu t  i t  was  a  b a l l oon . . .  
O ld  J a r ed ' s  t i ny  house  w as  no t  c omp le t e ly  c ons ume d  by  
f i r e  and  a s  t he  g roup  wa t ched ,  i t  ga ve  a  g r ea t  g rown ,  l i k e  
a  l a s t  b r ea th ,  and  c rump led  t o  t he  g round .  I t  was  a l l  O ld  
J a r ed  eve r  h ad ,  and  now t he r e  w as  no th ing .  
"How d id  i t  happen ,  O l d  J a r ed?"  one  s ma l l  b o y  
i nqu i r e d .  
" I  d o n ' t  know,  l ad—and  I  don ' t  know i f  we  eve r  
w i l l . . . "  He  t ook  a  deep  b r ea t h .  "Le t ' s  j u s t  s a y  t ha t  
t hose  wh o  choose  no t  t o  be l i eve  s ome t imes  f e e l  t he y  ha ve  t o  
exp l a in  why  i n  ve ry  d i f f e r en t  ways . "  
"Where  a r e  y ou  go ing  t o  s l e ep  now?  You  cou ld  s t a y  i n  
OLY r oom!"  A g i r l  l ooked  a t  h im  w i th  p l ead ing  e ye s .  Sh e  
was  i n s t an t l y  j o ined  i n  a  c ho rus  o f  "Yes ! "  and  "We  have  
lots  o f  room!"  and  "Oh ,  p l e a s e ,  come  s t a y  w i th  me  1 "  
"D ea r ,  d ea r  ch i l d r en . "  O ld  J a r ed  smi l e d  a t  t he i r  
s e l f l e s sne s s .  " I  don ' t  r e a l l y  t h ink  you r  pa r en t s  wou ld  
ap p rove  o f  my  s t ay i n g  i n  a ny  o f  you r  hous e s .  See in g  t he i r  
d i s appo in t ed  f a ce s ,  h e  ha s t ed  t o  add ,  "Bu t  I  do  l i k e  co ws  
an d  sheep  ve ry  m uch .  W ou ld  an y  o f  you  have  a  ba rn  whe re  I  
cou ld  r e s t ? "  
In  t he  en d ,  i t  was  t he  s t ab l e  a t  Ron i ' s  house  whe re  
O ld  J a r ed  was  ab l e  t o  s l e ep .  As  t h e  ch i l d r en  r e tu rne d  
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home,  t hey  kep t  t he i r  ques t ions  s i l en t .  But  a s  t he i r  
pa ren t s  tucked  them back  in to  bed ,  each  knew they  would  no t  
go  unanswered .  I t  was  on ly  a  ma t t e r  o f  t ime  now.  
Ea r ly  the  nex t  morn ing ,  wh i l e  the  ch i ld ren  were  s t i l l  
a s l eep ,  the  sky  began  t o  tu rn  f rom b lack  to  g rey  to  b lue ,  
and  then  to  p ink .  As  t he  l igh t  g rew s t ronger ,  t he  qu ie t  
t r ees  began  t o  rus t l e  and  qu ive r  wi th  a  k ind  o f  
expec ta t ion .  The  sky  was  c l ea r  and  a s  the  sun  b rough t  a  
new day ,  i t s  l igh t  shone  on  Old  J a red ' s  f ace .  He  knew,  
j u s t  l i ke  the  t r ees  and  the  a i r  and  the re  g reen  ea r th—th i s  
was  t he  day  o f  the  wind!  
WHAT HAPPENED IN THE END 
The  ch i ld ren  woke  f rom a  r e s t l e s s  s l eep  knowing  i t .  
The i r  pa ren t s  f aced  the  day  f ee l ing  on imous ly  b l ack .  And  
Old  j a red ' s  l a s t  l i t t l e  red  ba l loon  began  t o  swe l l  wi th  
joy .  
As  t he  sun  rose  h igher  in  the  sky ,  t he  wind  began  h i s  
p lay fu l  dance  wi th  the  t r ees .  The  f i r s t  s t r a ins  o f  h i s  
mus ic  whi spe red  th rough  the  a i r ,  and  they  g race fu l ly  swayed  
one  way .  t hen  the  o the r .  The  nex t  moment  t hey  were  up  on  
t he i r  toes ,  l eap ing  and  wi ld ly  f l ing ing  themse lves  abou t  i n  
a  whi r l ing  f r enzy .  I t  was  a  heady ,  joyous  moment ,  and  i t  
had  on ly  begun .  
One  by  one ,  t he  ch i ld ren  r ea l i zed  tha t  th i s  was  t he  
day ,  and  i n  a  rush  o f  g iddy  exc i t emen t  they  c lambered  up  
the  mounta in ,  l augh ing  and  shou t ing  fo r  wha t  r eason  they  
d id  no t  know.  When  t hey  reached  the  top ,  Old  Ja red  a s  
a l r eady  the re ,  h i s  th in ,  whi t e  ha i r  b lowing  in  the  wind .  
He  seemed  t o  sha re  the  ch i ld ren ' s  exc i t emen t ,  and  in  f ac t ,  
he  seemed  a  l o t  younger  than  usua l .  His  eyes  were  b r igh t  
and  wi ld  wi th  an t i c ipa t ion  a s  he  loked  a t  the  l i t t l e  red  
ba l loon  tha t  was  now fu l l  o f  joy  and  wi ld ly  danc ing  in  the  
wind .  
The  ch i ld ren  fo rmed  a  c i r c l e  a round  Old  j a red .  "Are  
you  r eady ,  ch i ld ren?"  He  was  answered  by  t he i r  eage r  f aces  
and  bur s t s  o f  l augh te r .  "Now,  t ake  a  t i gh t  ho ld  o f  each  
o the r s '  hands .  The  wind  i s  ge t t ing  s t ronger  a l l  the  t ime .  
Here  i t  comes—now!"  
Old  Ja red  began  t o  s lowly  l i f t  the  l i t t l e  red  ba l loon  
over  h i s  head  wi th  bo th  hands ,  and  i t  began  to  g row and  
g row un t i l  i t  was  nea r ly  twice  h i s  s i ze .  Then  a  g rea t  gus t  
o f  wind  b lew over  the  mounta in ,  and  a s  the  ch i ld ren  s t a red ,  
the  ba l loon  began  t o  l i f t  in to  the  a i r .  
As  he  s lowly  rose ,  Old  Ja red  looked  down t o  where  the  
ch i ld ren  s tood  wi th  up tu rned  f aces  and  open  mouths .  
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" I  mus t  go  now.  My t ime  i s  up  he re ,  and  the re  a re  
many  more  who  need  t o  know.  Bu t  now vou  know the  t ru th  
abou t  t he  ba l loons ,  and  you  mus t  sha re  i t  wi th  whoever  w i l l  
l i s t en .  Never  l o se  you  ch i ld ' s  hea r t  however  o ld  you  g row 
to  be ,  no  ma t t e r  how scorned  you  become .  Bu t  I  mus t  go l  
Goodbye!"  
And  t he  wind  ca r r i ed  Old  Ja red  and  the  red  ba l loon  
away  un t i l  they  were  on ly  specks  in  the  deep  b lue  o f  the  
sky .  
The  ch i ld ren  s tood  on  the  h i l l  a long  a f t e r  the  wind  
had  ca lmed ,  though t fu l  and  a  l i t t l e  sad .  The i r  hea r t s  were  
qu ie t  and  they  though  o f  t he  words  J a red  spoke  be fo re  he  
l e f t .  I t  was  a  b ig  th ing  to  do—but  they  knew,  and  how 
cou ld  they  keep  f rom t e l l ing?  They  headed  down the  
mounta in  and  made  t he i r  ways  t o  the i r  homes .  
Somewhere  t ha t  even ing ,  t he  day  was  s lowly  f ad ing ,  and  
a  peachy  g low was  a l l  tha t  remained  o f  a  once  b r i l l i an t  
sunse t .  A town  l ay  da rk  and  qu ie t  under  a  b l anke t  o f  
moon l igh t .  Al l  t he  ch i ld ren  were  a s l eep ,  and  the  mothe r s  
and  f a the r s  began  t o  pu t  away  t he i r  handwork  be fo re  go ing  
to  bed  themse lves .  One  by  one ,  t he  l amps  f l i cke red  ou t .  
Only  a  s ing le  l igh t  burned  in  a  t i ny  house  on  the  edge  o f  
t own . . .  
He id i  Ha l t e rman  
6 2  




